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The Ballad of the Gypsy Boy 


A gentle rain fell on the terracotta overhang. The garden was filled with plants more often seen in the 


Mediterranean areas. In one corner, a small pond rippled with the falling raindrops. A warm air hung in the air, 


the threat of thunder hidden in the thick, dark clouds. 


The two men sat beneath the overhang, legs stretched out and drinking receptacles clutched in their hands. 
One drank coffee and the other drank water. Neither of them had touched drugs or hard liquor in years, their 
bodies finally having had enough. It was time for them to live out their later years in peace and happiness, 


doing what they loved and being with those closest to them. 


In their case, their loved ones were each other, their earlier life having pushed them together as lovers. 
Through highs and lows, neither had given up on the other. Over the years, their love had grown. No longer 
were they Izzy and Duff, their names running into one when people spoke of them. IzzynDuff. Duffnizzy. 


A comfortable silence hung over them, one which was punctuated by the occasional cough and the pattering of 
the rain. The blond man shuffled further down the bench and rested his head against his lover's. Chuckling 
softly, Izzy lifted his free hand and ruffled the bleached blond hair. 


"Do you remember when.." Duff began. "We all started playin’ together. 
Eyes still on the rain drenched garden, Izzy smiled. "Yeah, | do. Good times." 
"Didn't think it would lead to this." 

"None of us did" 

"Do you ever miss it?" the blond's voice became wistful. 


Izzy paused and draped his arm around Duff's shoulder. The bassist snuggled closer, purring as fingers worked 
at his shoulders. 


"Sometimes, yeah. But | was never sure that's what | wanted. Wanted to play, yeah. Just didn't want it to get 
as big as that. But it brought us together and that's all that matters." 


It was Duff's turn to smile. "Yeah. Together forever, right?" 


"We've been together the best part of twenty years. You really think I'm gonna up and leave now?" Izzy 
laughed softly. 


"Nope. And if you did, I'd write some really cheesy ballad to try and win you back" 

Izzy's laughter became deeper. "Really now? And what would you call this mythical song?" 
"The Ballad of the Gypsy Boy. 

Poking his fingers into the sensitive spot between Duff's shoulders, Izzy continued to laugh. 


Duff squirmed and chuckled, trying to get away from the invading fingers. "What?! | think it's sweet! And you'll 
always be my gypsy boy." 


The dark haired man stopped what he was doing and turned to look at Duff. There was a rarely seen wistful 


smile on his lips. 
"Thanks," Izzy quietly replied. 


Leaning closer, Duff gently kissed him. "You're welcome." 


